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Pigs, plums, and homemade hominy
September 1997
When I was a kid, there weren't any trips to Wal-Mart to brighten our lives. Matter of fact, there weren't many trips anywhere except to the country store and the Methodist church two miles away or the summer fishing trip by wagon and team on Tulip Creek beyond Smead. Might be expected, then, that other things would be looked upon as eventful in the life of a kid in the Depression. There were several things to which I looked forward: most, I guess would seem odd, even absurd by today's standards. For example, hog-killing was probably the year's high light, next to Christmas. Not only for the excitement the day generated but also for the thoughts of sausage and tenderloin breakfasts in the days that followed. There were other smaller, but significant occasions like the first ripe plums in the thickets and June apples in Uncle Johnnie Sorrells' orchard. In the fall, we watched for ripe muscadines down in the creek bottoms and persimmons on the hillsides, along fence rows and pastures. Most of these were places that [we] knew of and scouted from time to time as the fruit grew to maturity. Back then, following a well-worn pig trail could lead us to a plum thicket laden with ripe fruit.

Might be difficult to explain to the uninitiated why hominy-making was another event to be anticipated each winter. We made ours out of white field corn. The shelled corn soaked overnight in a mixture of lye and water. This removed the tough outer husks, leaving the soft part of the grain, now called hominy. The next day, after draining the lye water, the hominy was washed several times in water, rubbing it briskly between the hands to remove the husks. The hominy was either canned or eaten during the next several days.

On cold mornings the hominy simmered in a large black skillet with a generous portion of home-rendered pig fat. The mixture was fried until the water boiled away, creating a unique flavor of fried fat and carbohydrates. Your average heart specialist would be aghast at the implications of consuming a plate (or two) of this southern ambrosia. But in my memory I can still taste the hominy from those cold December mornings. Eat your hearts out, you city folks, you'll never know what you missed.
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